KABLOONA

these familiar objects? I went over to a looking-glass. I was
horrible: greasy hair stuck to my forehead; a month's growth of
hair on the face; wrinkles that were corrugations. The eyes wild
and haggard, the cheeks spotted with brown patches of frost-
bite. My nose was shapeless and peeling. I sank back into the
armchair, murmuring to myself that this was all in the past, I
should come to life again after a few days. Meanwhile it was
wonderful to sit in a chair and do nothing, think nothing at all.
It was hard for me to sleep. The thermometer indoors stood
at freezing, at thirty-two above, and I was stifled by the heat.
I who had never coughed on the trail began now to cough like
an old man. I was ravenous, and when I went to bed I took
food with me. But I was too weary to eat. My stomach was as
if dammed across, and after the second mouthful I could not go
on. Yet a moment later I was hungry again. Dead with fatigue
I was, and so I was to remain for several days.
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